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Author's Notes: 
Total fiction written out of love, respect, and admiration for the band Iron maiden 


Janick: 


| loved it that we were arriving in Paris a few days before everyone else. | doubt they would even know how 
long we were there before them, there were too many other things to worry about when preparing to go into 
the studios. We wanted a chance for at least two or three days alone together, it was a special time for us 
and something we were really looking forward to. We booked two suites at the hotel even though we would just 
be using the one. Maybe we were being overly paranoid but we were afraid it would look odd if the two rooms 
were adjoining, it would make things a little more difficult slipping from one room to the other in the night this 
way but we had done it before and so far had never aroused suspicion 

Bruce had to go out to check on some detail at the studio concerning a new sound board, and | wanted to be 
ready when he returned. It had been less than a year since I'd joined the band and we were still heady with the 
knowledge that we had so many more opportunities now to be together. Even though we had been lovers for 


over ten years things had been so much more intense since Tattooed Millionaire and it had been weeks now 


since our last encounter. | was practically craving him physically like a drug. 

| showered in Bruce's room rather than my own for convenience since this way | wouldn't have to get dressed. 
| debated whether to be lying naked in the bed when Bruce returned or be a litte less obvious, even though he 
knew me well enough to know how anxious | was to have him. Then | cursed to myself. | was soaking wet and 
stark naked when | suddenly realized I'd left my toiletries kit in the other room with my other luggage. It 
wasn't that | needed to shave but my other toiletries were in it as well, including my manicure kit and cologne, 
both of which | wanted. Bruce had bought me the cologne so | wanted to wear it when we were together, and 


as for the manicure kit my nails were ragged and torn from working on some of the new songs and | wanted 


to trim them. 


| could pull my clothes back on but pulling my tight jeans over damp skin was no mean feat. Or | could try to 
locate Bruce's shaving kit. He wouldn't mind if | used his things | was sure, but he hadn't unpacked yet and | 
had no idea which of his bags it would be in. Making up my mind, | pulled on the hotel robe and crossed the 
suite, fluffing my hair with my hands in an attempt to dry it. Bruce's designer luggage set was by the door 
where the attendant had placed it and | knelt, opening the first one. Just clothes. Jeans and track pants with 
shirts and long-sleeve tees. | smiled to myself. The clothes were all clean of course but still smelled of Bruce. | 
may have been imagining it but to my mind Bruce had an essence that was unmistakable. | sometimes 


wondered if | was the only one who noticed or if that was part of the reason behind his legendary charisma 


The second bag was more garments mixed in with separately bagged shoes. In one corner of the suitcase, 
however, a smaller bag was tucked away. It didn't look like a shaving kit but on the chance it was | unzipped it, 
then stared. Was this something of Paddy's that had found it's way into his luggage by mistake? Bruce's 
marriage was still a sore spot for me, something | had learned to accept but didn’t necessarily like being 
reminded of. But no, she had left for a vacation with some of her girlfriends in Hawaii several days before so 
there was no feasible way for her things to mistakenly be mixed with his. But these were definitely women's 
items. Curious, | unzipped the bag all the way. There were lacy g-strings in black, red, and purple and three 
pair of matching old-fashioned stockings. One fishnet, one black silk, and one a kind of lacy material. In a bundle 


there were elastic garters wrapped around two garter belts. 


Suddenly something occurred to me and my curiosity was replaced with a kind of sick feeling. Did Bruce bring 
these items here to give to another woman? They looked new and expensive. He had never been the most 
monogamous of men but when he had married Paddy he told me that from that day on the only two people he 
would be sleeping with would be me and her. Her, to keep up appearances and to have a family of his own, 
which he had never truly had, and me, because he loved me. But if they weren't Paddy's these things must be 
intended for another woman And he obviously intended to give them to her during our time in Paris, a time 
that was supposed to be for he and | alone until the work on the album began. | shoved the things back where 
| had found them, noticing to my chagrin that my hands were shaking, and gave up all thought of finding the 
shaving kit. In fact at the moment my plan of his finding me laying naked in his bed faded away like a fog. | 
hurried back to the bathroom, re-dressed, and returned to my own suite, hurrying because | knew Bruce 


would be back soon. 


Less than an hour later | heard him enter my suite. In spite of the damp weather | was out on the balcony 


with a beer, my second or third since my return to my own room. | had been wracking my brain over the 


ladies lingerie but couldn't think of any other reason for their presence. He intended to cheat on both Paddy 
and |. | didn't give a fuck about his relationship with her, in my heart | would always resent that he married 
her, but our time here in Paris had been so carefully planned and now, it seemed, it had all been a sham on his 


part. 


| heard the sliding door behind me open but | still didn't turn, | sat at the small table there nursing my beer 
and looking out over the city skyline. | felt his warm hand on my shoulder and only then realized my shirt was 
damp from the mist. 

"Jan?" Bruce sat in the chair opposite me with a slight grimace because the metal was cold and wet. "Are you 
all right, mate? Why are you sitting out here in this miserable weather?" 

| ignored the question. "Did everything check out at the studio?" 

"Yeah, it was nothing Steve couldn't have done once he got here, and he'll insist on checking it all over himself 
anyway. It's just Rod worrying too much. But | rather expected to find you in my room." 

| was. | didn't feel like waiting." 

Bruce stood. "Well I'm back now, so come on! One would think you hadn't missed me." He put his hand on my 
shoulder again and let it trail down my arm, then he pressed a kiss to my hair. "How long have you been out 
here? Your hair is soaking wet" 

"I had a shower before." | stood too and followed him back to his suite, but | was still troubled Once we got 
inside | saw that Bruce had moved his bags and the one with the mysterious lingerie was lying open on the 
floor, the bag conspicuously absent. Bruce had stepped close to me, his arms around me and his mouth 
nuzzling my neck but! was too preoccupied to let myself get turned on as | normally would. 

"Bruce?" | ventured. He must have noticed | wasn't responding to him because he moved back just far enough 
to look up into my eyes. 

"What is it, Jan? Something is bothering you, it's plain to tell." 

"What, exactly, did you plan on us doing for the next three days until the rest of the guys arrive?" 

He gave that reckless grin "What do you think?! | was planning to fuck you within an inch of your life and 
hopefully be on the receiving end of some of your incredible blow jobs!" 

"And that's all?" 

"That's all?! Isn't that enough?" Then he seemed to realize he may have sounded a little insensitive. "I mean, we 
can go out for beers or to dinner, or have some elaborate dinners sent up here to the room so we can sit 
and talk and catch up. If there's something special you want to do, just name it!" 

| realized | was doing a piss poor job of trying to get to the bottom of this. | would have to be more blunt. "I 
came in here to use your shower earlier." 

He nodded. "I know, | saw the damp towels. You know | don't mind that, is that what's bothering you?" 

"No, no." | sighed and stepped back, letting his arms fall away from my shoulders. "Bruce, | was poking around 
in your bag, | was looking for some nail clippers. | should have just gone back to my room to get my own, | 
shouldn't have been prying in your belongings.” 

He laughed outright then. "Janick Gers, you are the most conscientious man I've ever known if you feel guilty 
about going through my luggage! Forget about that, you know | don't mind!" 

"| found the ladies underwear." | came right out and said it. There was no point in further beating around the 
bush. 

His eyes opened wide, he had obviously not been expecting me to say that, and for the first time | could 


remember he seemed to be at a loss for words. 


| plunged on. | wasn't going to be able to relax until | got this out in the open "I know they aren't your wife's 


things, so obviously you're planning to hook up with some woman here in Paris." | felt my voice falter a little 


together in Paris was supposed to be our time, Bruce." 

| was still facing away from him, but the silence in the room grew until it was almost unbearable. Bruce was 
never at a loss for words, but now he was totally silent. Finally | couldn't bear it any more and turned back to 
face him. 

He'd taken a few steps back and was sitting on the edge of the bed, still with a stunned look on his face. "Shit!" 
| heard him murmur. 

"If there's a woman in Paris you fancy you could have just been honest with me about it, Bruce..." | began, but 
he stood again and came over, holding his hand up for me to be silent. He still seemed to be struggling for 


words. 


the women's lingerie. But Jan, I'm not cheating on Paddy and I'm not cheating on you, and I'm not planning to!" 
The question was so obvious | didn't even have to ask it aloud. Bruce's eyes, always so bright, were filled with 
an expression now | couldn't define. After what felt like an interminable silence he finally spoke again, his voice 
very quiet. 

"The underwear is mine, Jan." 

| was confused. "Of course it's yours, it's in your suitcase." 

He was shaking his head. "No, no, that's not what | mean. Come here." He was acting very unlike himself, he 
held out his hand to me and | clasped it, letting him lead me to sit next to him on the bed. He kept hold of my 
hand but was looking off into space. Finally he spoke. "Remember those promotional bits | filmed for my book?" 
| nodded. He'd made several short commercials when his book The Adventures Of Lord Iffy Boatrace was 
released a few months before. In them he had been dressed as an English Lord, smoking a pipe in a deerstalker 
hat and hunting coat from the waist up and in a garter belt and fishnet stockings from the waist down As far 
as | knew, however, there were to be no more commercials and besides, the undergarments I'd found weren't 
the same type he's worn in the video clips. | waited in silence for him to go on, having no idea where this was 
leading. 

He turned his head slowly to look at me. "I found | liked it, Jan" he said simply. "I liked wearing the g-strings 
and stockings and garter belts. It....it turned me on. You already know | can be a bit kinky and I've let it slip to 
the press a few times that I'd as soon shag a bloke as a girl, but....well, | wasn't altogether comfortable about 
this particular little quirk. And | sure as hell don't want Steve to find out, let alone the press!" 

| digested this information a moment, oddly enough feeling better about the whole thing. "But this is me you're 
talking to, Brucie." | finally said. "You know you don't have to hide things from me." 

His fingers squeezed mine and he smiled one of his rare gentle smiles, the ones that revealed the Bruce 
Dickinson the public was never privileged to see. A sincere, gentle, and somewhat insecure man. "I know | don't" 
Then he laughed a little ruefully. "Do you want to know why | brought those things on this trip?" 

| just nodded. | did very much want to know. 

A slow smile crept across Bruce's face and his eyes took back their mischievous glint. "| was wondering if | 
should walk out of the bathroom one night wearing a garter belt and stockings to surprise you." 

| had to laugh, but | felt an unexpected flare of interest and a vision of him dressed like that flashed through 
my mind. "I'd like to see you like that." | heard myself say. 


Bruce almost gasped out loud with surprise, but | saw a very familiar look come across his face, a look | knew 


all too well. The idea was turning him on. 

‘lm not going to parade around in women's underwear for you to tease me and laugh at me." he objected, 
mostly because he felt obligated to, | think. 

"Do you really think I'd laugh at you?" | scooted closer to him even though we were already sitting so close 
our thighs touched. | reached my fingers out and let them trail lightly up his leg from the knee almost to the 
groin "I'd like to see how you could possibly keep all of that," | flicked my fingertips quickly across his crotch, 
"hidden under a g-string." 

He had to laugh now in spite of himself. "With you around it wouldn't stay hidden for very long!" 

"Come onl" | prodded him lightly in the ribs. "I don't know where you stashed that stuff, but how about putting 
on a little fashion show for me, hmmmm?" 

He was obviously turned on by the idea but still hesitated a bit. "You're sure you don't just want to tease 
me?" 

‘| may tease you all right," | lowered my voice and leaned in to lick his earlobe, "but | can promise you it will 
be in a way you'll like.” 

He seized me quickly and kissed me passionately, then abruptly got up and went into the bathroom. Now was 
my chance to get naked and | was sprawled across the bed, already semi-aroused, when the bathroom door 
inched back open and Bruce stepped out. 

| hadn't known what to expect, but this was beyond anything | could have imagined. He looked surprisingly good! 
He left his hairy chest bare but he wore a satin and lace ice-blue g-string that was straining to contain him 
and a delicate lace garter belt holding up white lace stockings. And he looked a curious combination of turned on 


and embarrassed. 


hair." | sat up straight and patted the mattress next to me. "I think I'd like to find out just how far | can go 
before you burst through those flimsy little knickers!" 

Bruce was laughing now and he climbed on the bed next to me, his silky straight hair brushing across my arm 
as he did and making a shiver of anticipation run through me. 


| leaned into him, | was naked and he was nearly naked so there was a lot of skin on skin, plus there was the 
odd sensation of his silk-clad crotch against me as he turned into my kiss. | ground myself against him a little. 
"I think | can see part of the appeal." | confessed, my lips against his neck. "That feels amazing against the skin 
And you weren't aware you liked this sort of thing until you did those promotional videos?" 

His hands were wandering down my back now to cup my arse and pull me tighter against him. "| wasn’t even 
aware of it then, at first. The one day after filming | was in a rush so | just threw my jeans on over the 
garters and stockings. | was driving someplace, | don't remember where, and | couldn't get my mind off the 
fact | was wearing this stuff. By the time | got to where | was going | was as hard as a rock from just 
thinking about it." 

"Hmmm..." | brushed my hand across his crotch lightly. "Kind of like you are right now?" 

"Uh-huh." He fastened his lips to my neck and with a sudden move flipped me over to lay right on top of him. | 
was starting to sense something different in our dynamic now, Bruce was being less aggressive than usual and 
was letting me take more control. Lying there on top of him | took full advantage of it, | was pretty turned on 
myself by this time and was making little circular movements with my hips against him, using my lips and 
tongue against his neck and shoulders as | did. Ordinarily by this time he would have had me on my back and 
his lips on my cock but | was setting the pace now and | felt like prolonging the anticipation. | kissed and licked 


my way down his chest, avoiding his nipples, to just below his belly then | moved back up again time after time 
until he was bucking his hips into me. He was completely carried away now, he was nipping my skin and his 
hands gripping my ass fiercely but surprisingly he didn't take control, letting me continue my slow torture of 
him by not getting too close to any of the places he wanted me to touch him most. | was kind of getting off 
on being in control for once but eventually | got impatient myself and dipped down to where he was almost 
escaping from the g-string, mouthing him through the fabric. 

"Oh holy shit, Jan!" He cried out, his hands gripping my hair to try to prevent me from moving away but | 
evaded him, going further down his leg to the top of his stockings, tracing my way around the lacy netting 
with my tongue. 

Bruce still didn't make a move to regain dominance, so | grew bolder. Returning to his crotch, | gripped the 
now-damp fabric in my teeth, looking up at him to see him giving me the most lust-crazed look | could have 
ever imagined. He was making an effort to keep his hips still, also unusual for him, and it was gradually dawning 
on me that one of the things he found so enticing about this new kink was that it gave him the opportunity to 
step outside of his normal macho behavior in a kind of role playing way. He felt free to be more submissive 
like this, and | found it incredibly sexy. | loved the dominant, virile Bruce who would often spin me around in 
some empty hallway or dressing room, rip my trousers down to my knees, and have his way with me or else 
unzip at any given moment and push my head down to suck him but this was a whole new side to him and | 
was loving it. 

Teasingly | unfastened the stockings from the garter belt, one clip at a time, then rolled the stockings down his 
hairy legs, following with nips and kisses. Every few seconds | returned to give his now straining crotch a lick 
and a promise. By now his fingers were dug into the bedsheets and the front of the g-string had an ever 
growing creamy wet spot. But by this time | couldn't hold out much longer myself and | slid back up his body, 
kissing his lips with fervor. | took hold of his shoulders to roll him back over on top of me but he stopped me. 
"No, Jan." he was breathless and licked his lips, brushing a sweaty strand of hair from his eyes. "Lets do it 
the other way this time!" 

| was a little surprised. Once in a great while, Bruce allowed me to be top man but it was very rare. But this 
was Bruce's fantasy, | wanted to make this his night, so without a word | reached over for the lube which he 
had already put on the nightstand. He was reaching up at me now, his fingertips tweaking my ripples, making 
me nearly drop the tube as | opened it. He was grinding up against me, almost bring me to the brink in spite of 
myself and my fingers shook as | lifted his legs. 

| only had to move the back of the g-string aside to enter him, and unlike the previous times we had done this 
| sensed this time he wanted me to be assertive. So with one long, slow, steady push | filled him and his 
reaction was something that | would re-live in wet dreams. He threw his head back, long, damp hair spreading 
across the pillow, and let out a prolonged half sigh, half moan as he met me thrust for thrust. Never once did 
he remove the silk covering his crotch, though | grasped him through it, moving my hand in time with our 
bodies. The sensation of the silk on his rampant erection was turning him on beyond belief, he had burst free 
from the g-string now and | could tell from long experience that, contrary to our usual habit, he would be the 
first to come. 

And he did. Without warning his eyes opened wide, locking onto mine, then with a long deep groan | felt him 
erupt over our stomachs and chests. It was too much for me, | had been barely hanging on as it was, and | 
released into him, shaking uncontrollably. 

| rolled to my side when | regained the energy to do so, taking him with me though we soon separated. In a 


moment or two | looked down The ice blue g-string was ruined now beyond salvation 


Its a good thing..." | managed to say, "you brought a few more of those with you!" 


